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Sandhy^vatl sacrificed their children for the sake of the
Divine, He does not merely like to submit to His will, but
he wishes for something higher.

I want to join my will to the Lori's, True sweetness Sows only whea the
two currents mingle.1

He does not love discord, for universe is but the harmo-
ny of the Absolute,

Hidden indeed is the scheme of this music, so grand. One Divine Master
alone leads the orchestra; and I am but a feeble human worm.

How dare I find fault with this divine music ? How can I disturb its
harmony ? -

The poet's only wish is so to sing that his purest notes
may harmonise with the eternal symphony. He thinks of
death, and adversity. Are not the unhappy blessed ? For
their sorrows are counterbalanced by a single tear of a
Buddha anxious to relieve them. But why was death
created ? The poet gives the answer, his interpretation of
nature unobtrusively uniting with the sadness of his heart:

The brilliant orb of the Sun is overspread with a dark cloud. It is an
unfathomable scene. And yet behind the cloud's dark shadow, the luminary
flames in eternal splendour. Likewise, the dark patch of death breaks up
eternity but only- for a moment; be7ona its darkness flows the splendorous
~Sea of eternal life. In life's endless Hood, death is but a bubble. Again and
again the bubble burses; and the sea surges ceaselessly.3

